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got two local witnesses to swear thcd 
you were runnin' a rrooked joint,*’ he 
explained to the storekeeper. "An* as 
for you, Sneeze-wheeze, you’re noth¬ 
in' but a punk!” 

FetllQK strangely at peace with the 
world the tumultous emotions of 
early evening stilled. Dauntless Harry 
Myrick idled down the street. whis- 


you a tip.” he added angrily. “You'd 
better tell that partner of yours to 
lay ofT. or 1*11 give him something 
he'll remember.” 

Iiarr> Myrick took a long draft of 
beer and siged once more. “Gosh, 
you're tough too. ain’t youT* 

"Don't pull any of that stuff on 
me.*' Harraii flared up. "I'm telling 
you. and when I’m telling you—watch 
out! And as for-that red-headed 
partner of yours-’* 

"Oh. choke it off!" ordered Daunt¬ 
less Harry Myrick wearily. "Listen. 
Hurrah. I only weigh a hundred an* 
thirty-three, but there ain’t an ounce 
o' me that ain't sick o' your line. 
I'm tillin' you. Me'” He prodded his 
chest. “I'm tellin' you! I've fought 
everything that’ll light. includin' 
wildcats an' missin' links 1 fought 
'em with everything there is to tight 
with—guns, knives, teeth, feet an* stone 
hatchets. An' tonight I'm aching for 
a fight. If you want to start any¬ 
thing. start it right now or shut up!” 

Bill Harraiy s glaring puffed coun¬ 
tenance hung motionless over the table. 
Myrick rose and stretched. 

An if you start anything with Red 
Duke." he continued. "I’ll take what's 
left o' you an’ put you to bed with 
your dirty leopards. laiugh that off. 
\ ou punk!” 


Z OK PE LORME. who was billed 
at the Sharon County fair as 
"Queen of Leopard Tamers." 
was not a person who de- 
Mvered herself of abstract philosophy 
Tn an off-hand manner. She first made 
sure of her audience and her victim. 

Zoe sat at the head of the table in 
Murphy’s Eats Emporium, where the 
performers were finishing dinner. 

"I’ll tell you what 1 think’” an¬ 
nounced Zoe. and allowed her cool 
gray eyes to travel menacingly about 
the table It was a definite command, 
and silence fell. 

Red Duke and Dauntless Harry My¬ 
rick were billed as “Plane Changing. 
Wing Walking. Parachute Jumping 
Death Defiers.” It was over latke and 
Myrick, the latter especially, that a 
bitter discussion had been raging. 

“T think.” continued Zoe. "that there 
is some things which ain’t to be for¬ 
gave'*’ Her red lips curled angrily 
and her voice was crisp. "And one 
of them things”—her eyes settled 
upon Dauntless Harry Myrick. ”is 
being slow in the head!” 

Myrick shifted slightly in his chair 
and scooped up the last of his pie 
a la mode. 

“Is that so?” he muttered. 

Zoe snorted indignantly. “There’s a 
wise crack for you' ‘Is that so?’ ” she 
mimicked. “Dauntless Harry Wise- 
( racker’” 

Biil Harrah. whose chief possession 
in this world was a string of half- 
trained. nasty-dispositioned leopards, 
said. “Aw. dry up. Zoe' Dry up!” 
Zoe de liorme. who was nominally his 
employe and actually his boss, turned 
upon him. her gray eyes gleaming. 
’’I'll salt you down too'” 

With a grunt. Bill Harrah arose 
and sauntered out into the evening. 

Harry Myrick pushed back his 
chair. If you was a man. Zoe,” he 
SaJd. slowly, “you wouldn’t be quite 
so hard-boiled, because you'd get it 
kicked out of you.” 

Zoe's blond coiffure shook, and, cat¬ 
like. she spat out: “It'd take a better 
man than you' You punk!” 

Dauntless Harry Myrick's eyes 
went to his partner. Red Luke, who 
was sitting at Zoe s right. For a 
long time it had been a case of Red 
and Harry, right or wrong, against 
the world. Regardless of their pri¬ 
vate differences of opinion, they had 
always presented a solid front. 

All of that was changed now. This 
Zoe de Ix»rme, with her blond hair 
and her red cheeks, had stepped in. 
And Red was falling for her. 

To Red Luke he remarked causti¬ 
cally: 'An' there you sit, like a slab¬ 
headed yahoo, listening to me get 
run down. Me'” 

The others leaned forward, taking 
it in. Harry Myrick had had little to 
say for himself during dinner, but he 
appeared to be taking a good run¬ 
ning jump now. The lesser fry at the 
next table—mechanics and helpers of 
one kind and another—cooked their 
heads and listened. 

“You!” continued Myrick disgust¬ 
edly. “You're so dumb It hurts you 
to remember your own name. Any 
snake charmer who wants you can 
have you, for all I care.” He arose 
and stretched indifferently. 


moon. From Red Luke s room in 
their lodging house came a swelling 
paean to sleep. 

It was after one o'clock the next 
afternoon when Myrick hopped from 
his bed. 

He stood before the streaked mir¬ 
ror of the bureau, and counted his 
gains of the night before. Seventy- 
eight dollars in velvet! 

He grinned at his reflection and 
thumped his iean ribs In elation. 
From his throat to his left hip bone 
ran a jagged bluish scar. A Sulu had 
given that to him with a knife. Also 


and pwung i ntx> the home stretch un¬ 
der full power. 

Myrick. braced against the pressure 
of the wind and the pounding of the 
wheels upon the track, grabbed Bub’s 
collar once more and arose in his 
seat, with his right hand clasping the 


the two struts on either side of the 
engine. That done, he stood up, fac¬ 
ing forward, pulling upon tne rope 
with both hands as though he were 
holding reins. , 

He balanced there slightly crouch¬ 
ed, feeling out his position, ’^sting 
the spring of his leg muscle* He 
took a single turn of the rope around 
either hand. then. apparent!v satis¬ 
fied. he turned to meet the inquiring 
gaze of Red Luke, and gave h;rr. the 
signal t4 loop the plane. 

Instead. Red throttled the engine 
“What?” he demanded in a yell 

Myrick turned again, disgustedly. 
"You ought to know your signais b> 
this time! 1 said to loop ’er” , 
Again he resumed his crouching 
position, tugging on the rop* 


He could see Red. peering over the 
edge of the fuselage, gauging speed 
and distance, dangling his limp, 
sprawling burden on the end of the 
rope closer and closer to earth. 

Zoe de Lorme was directly above 
him, tantalizingly out of reach, so 
close that he could almost touch her 
hand. The piano and the racer swept 
down the track at the same speed; 
Then Red Luke settled a few feet 


Red Luke had already left the 
house. Myrick went to Murphy’s Eats 
Emporium, where he ate a combined 
breakfast and lunch with Huh Jen¬ 
nings. one of the dirt-track team. 

“Say. Harry." demanded Bub. 
“what's the big idea of letting ’em 
razz you like they did last night?” 

“Everybody has to shoot off his face 
a little once in a while. I do It. 
But”—Myrick paused—“when a lady 


HPHEFiE was a moment in which Red 
x hesitated, then they slipped into 
the swift gliding descent which 
comes before a plane noses skyward 
in a loop. 

Red hated to do it. But wasn t i» a 
slogan of Luke and Myrick. Death 
Defiers: "We will try anything, an - 
where?” Neither of them had ever 
proposed a stunt that the other 
would not try. The spirit of partner¬ 
ship had never been so strong within 
him as it was in those few seconds 
while he watched the spare, lithe 
figure of Harry Myrick riding the ; 
upper wing of their plane. "Riding 
her as though he was glued there" 

Up and over they went, with 
Myrick’s wiry legs bending ever s«- 
slightly to take up the shock of ti^ 


* 4 the street, feeling relieved or at 
least some of the day’s accumulation 
of venom. Murphy’s Eats Emporium 
was deserted, except for Red and 
Zoe de Lorme. whu sat talking with 
their heads close together His great¬ 
est emotion, as he passed the restau¬ 
rant and made his way toward the 
center of town, was a comforting 
presentiment that he would have a 
coed knock-down -and-drag-out fight 


in a heap, and it was only Bub s 
quick snatch at them wbick kept 
them from tumbling over the edge of 
the small bucket seat to the track. 

Brakes ground and shrieked. The 
car skidded, narrowly escaped plung¬ 
ing into the fence, and rolled up be¬ 
fore the judges' stand. A doctor was 
waiting for Zoe. 

A little later Harry spoke to Red. 

"I'll hand it to her that she's got 
nerve," acknowledged Dauntless 
Harry Myrick. "She's got nerve- 
plenty of it—but she's short.on judg¬ 
ment. An' her—thinking that she 
could pull my stuff' Tryin’ to crab 
my show! An’ you ought to seen Bill 
Harrah' Bawlin' like a seasick 


later was inevitable. There was not 
a chance in the world of her recover¬ 
ing her senses while sh#» dangled. 


Red took the last chance and shat 
the motor, hoping that she might 
recover herself in a minute or so of 
easy, quiet gliding. He flattened the 
glide as much as he could, to pro¬ 
long it; but the earth, moved up to¬ 
ward them impassively. In despair, 
he pulled up and dragged her aloft 


As the plane swung down on even 
keel again. Myrick looked around 
and grinned. He motioned with his 
hand to have the motor shut off, and 
sat down upon the wing, facing Red. 

"Wanted to try it out here where 
nobody could see me.” he drawled. 
"Didn t want to make a dam fool o' 
m'self by failin’ off with the crowd 
watchin’ me. Let's go down an' do 
it right in front o’ the grandstand 
Right smack in their faces' The 
closer the better"’ 

Red too was grinning, bat there 
was admiration, loyalty, written over 


“Keep your shirt on!" advised My¬ 
rick. He borrowed binoculars from 
the manager of the fair. “She's all 
right she s all right—don't worry. 
Bill—I tell you. she's—Hey! Hey!” 

A vast, sharp “Ah!” came from the 
audience—an expression of satisfied 
desire for a thrill. 

“She fainted!” exclaimed Myrick. 
He dropped the binoculars upon the 
ground and glanced about him fran- 
ticsdly. Men were coming toward him 
on the run. 

“Come on!" he yelled, beating off 
the desperate clutches of Bill Harrah. 
With the others behind him, he at¬ 
tacked a white tent dressing room. 
Wrenched by two dozen pairs of 
hands, the tent went over as though 
a storm had struck it. It was up¬ 
rooted and dragged to the center of 
the field. 

“Wave it!” ordered Myrick. “Sig- 


Ought to been up five 


minutes ago.” 

"What're you going 


“Stick around an' find out," an¬ 
swered Myrick without deigning to 
give him so much as a glance. 

As he stepped from the shanty a 
burst of applause shook the big 
frame grandstand. And the band 
struck up a march, keeping time with 
him as he strode toward the plane. 

Red Luke followed humbly. 

They swept skyward, and Dauntless 
Harry Myrick made his way to the 
upper wing, where he sat uncon¬ 
cernedly. gazing about the country 
and whistling as he uncoiled the 
rope. He motioned to Red to drive 
the plane away from the fair 
grounds; then, well out of range of 
eyes, he tied the ends of the rope to 


She moved closer to him. "Say,* 
she went on. "I'd like to get into 
this air-e-o-plane game. I’m sick o’ 
animals and Bill Harrah- I got 
nerve. Red. Let me take a crack at 
it. I can do all that junk that Harry 
Myrick pulls. Huh'’ Red?” 

“Aw, you don't want to- 

"Sure, I do! An' 1 want to team 
up with a regular gent’man Le' me 
take a whirl at it! Will you. Red?” 

"Maybe.” He shifted uneasily. "I 
wonder where Harry is?” 

Dauntless Harry Myrick had been 
directed to a poker game. 

Sitting in the game were the local 
undertaker, the proprietor of the 
cigar store where they played, a 
telegrapher, a man who said he was 
on the road for a hardware house 
and a jockey who was riding at the 
fair. Hairy Myrick sat between the 
salesman and the jockey. 

The salesman complained of the 
draft and rose to close a window. 

Harry Myrick shuffled the cards. 
Out of the corner of his mouth he 
quietly asked the jockey; “You] 
heeled?” 

"Tickler." replied the jookey. 

Myrick began dealing the cards. It 
was a .small pot, won by the owner] 
of the store, and the cards went to 
the salesman. He paused in hisj 
shuffling to sniffle and to dab at his 
nos© with his handkerchief—then, as 
he was on the verge of dealing, his 
face began to contract for a wrench- ; 
ing. explosive sneeze. 

Myrick knicked the jockey, who 
leaned over to scratch his ankle, not 
because It itched, but because he kept 
his knife—his tickler—strapped to 
the calf of his leg. 

The salesman was convulsed by the 
violence of his sneeze and his hands 
jerked back into his lap. He was 
just regaining his breath when Harry 
Myrick's right fist swept across the 
table, caught him squarely on the 
mouth and sent him backward to the 
floor in a shower of cards., 

Instantly Myrick was upon him and 
the room was in an uproar. 

"Are you there, kid?” 

"I’m here!” answered the jockey 


Dauntless Harry Myrick studied 
him for a moment good-humoredly 
“ ’There is some things.* ” he quoted 
slowly. " which ain’t to be forgave!'” 
He planted the rubber sole of his 
shoe in Red's face and gave a friendly 
push. “ ‘An’ one of ’em,’ ” he added, 
“'is bein’ slow in the head” lake 


At last they headed back toward 
the fair grounds, to perform a stunt^ 
which was heralded to the world. 
tCopjri&ht. 1P24.I 


In the swarm of faces about him 
Myrick saw Bub Jennings. He vharg 
ed down upon him. “Get that car o 
yours out on the track! Quick"' 

Bub Jennings bolted for the inclos 
ure where the racing machines were 


Trading in the Old Car 


Myrick continued on his way to his 
dressing room where he snatched up 
th long knife which he used to cut 
loose parachutes in the air. Rising 
above the hubbub of voices, he heard 
the crackle and roar of Bub's engine. 
He ran out, found the special police 
battling with the*mob that sought to 
swarm out over the track and field. 

“Keep ’em off!" Get Back!” he 
screamed. “Back! Back!” The bat¬ 
tered gray racer, veteran of a thous¬ 
and tracks, came thundering upon 
him, and he swung aboard. 

“How fast on straightaway?” he 
yelled into the driver’s ear. 

“Sev'ty-five—eighty! Rotten turns!" 

Myrick nodded. “Stop at half mile!” 
he ordered, stripping off his white 
shirt. He stood up. one foot in his 
seat, the other braced against the 
gasoline tank, clutching Bub s collar 


do to it as other yrs. as this winter 
only l of it caved in. Personaly l 
ain't in no hurry as I agree with the 
U. S. tennis assn, that a man can't 
write and play tennis both and it is 
a whole lot less trouble to write be 
cause when you play tennis you half 
to wear special white shoes and pants 
and shirt but you can write in a 
kimona and slippers and in fact some^ 
of my best writing has been done 
entirely bare foot. 

Three of the 4 kiddies was born in 
the spring time so we been having 
quite a orgy of birthdays and gen¬ 
erally always when they’s one In 
sight we ask the hero of same what 
he would like for presents and most 
always the reply is a pony or a 
sail boat or a parrot or something 
else that they ain’t no chance of him 
getting. 

But the 2d. boy is different and 
today is his birthday and we asked 
him a wk. ago what would he like 
and he says he would like something 
that would clean the rust off his 
bicycle. That is the wa> he has 
always been and will always he the 
same way, not wanting nothing and 
nothing is probably what he will get. 

The Airs, decided a wile ago that 
it was about time we was getting 
new vehicle to ride the kiddies hack 
anti 4th. to school anti bacx a» the 
one we had been uaing for that pur¬ 
pose the last 3 or 4 yrs. was acting 
kind of sullen so we called up the 
man and told him to bring a*vund 
a so and so and we asked him could 
we trado in our old one and he looked 
at same and kind of swallowed hard 
but says yes but he would half to 
take it over to Port Washington to 
get it appraised. 

So we was scared to death for a 
li day as Port Washington is 4 miles 
from hero and the betting was even 
that the good old wagon wouldn’t 
never complete the round trip. bu4 
she done it all right and the deal 
was closed and the papers signed and 
now the kiddies is squawking be¬ 
cause all the tun has been took out 
of their daily trips to and from 
school. 

They always insisted on setting in 
the back seat of the old car and 
about 2 days out of every 3 the ma¬ 
chine would part in the middle either 
going or coming and when the driver 
got to school or home and turned 
around to let them out they wouldn’t 
be there but would be a mile or 2 
up the road in the back % of the 
car. laughing at him. The car is 
supposed to reat 5 people, but if they 
art? all intending\ to get to the same 
place together I would advice every¬ 
body to get in the front seat. 

That is about ail the Groat Neck- 
news only that everybody is tickled 
on acct. of the spring rains beirul 
over which means that the eleetrtT 
lights will probably stay on pretty 
regular unless they’s a breeze or It 
gets cloudy or something. 


T O the editor: Well here it is 
the open season for picnics 
again and on Monday morn¬ 
ing our front yard looks like 
the Chautauqua had stayed a couple 
of weeks extra. Last Sunday they 
was 10 or 11 of them little whatnots 
from Detroit parked in line along the 
road and several passerbvs thought 
we must be having a auction or 
something and come up to make in- 
quirys and I was just about ready to 
get sore when a kid about 13 yrs. 
old that belonged to one of the 
picnicers pointed to our cow and says 
oh look mamma they have got a cow 
on that estate. 

Well you can't stay very mad when 
they call your joint a estate and if 
one of them will pull something like 
that every Sunday 1 will try and not 
make no holler about them uphol¬ 
stering the front lawn with bread 
and sardine cans, but I can t help 
from wondering what that boy would 
have called the Swope place next 
door, where they have got a 4 or 
500 ft. front and 1 suppose he would 
of nicknamed it Asia. 

Speaking about the cow this ain’t 
Flossie the one we had. but a bran 
new one as Flossie had finely became 
just a ornament. The new one don’t 
seem to be no special brand and ain t 
got no family tree or nothing. She 
is plain black and when we first got 
her we left it to the kiddies to give 
her a name and they thought it over 
all one day and then give her the 
name Blackie. 

Kids will think of the d-1 things. 

But for some reason another Blackie 
don’t seem to like her name, at lease 
she acts mad all the time and has 
showed signs of a vengeful spirits. 
It seems that on some parts of the 
estate they's quite a growth of what 
they call wild garlic which no cow 
could possibly enjoy eating it but 
Blackie eats it to get even and I 
will say she gets even. Sometimes 
you can shut your eyes wile im¬ 
bibing the oatmeal and pretend you 
are enjoying the $1.00 table de hote 
at Madame Gaili’s. 

A few days of warmth and sun¬ 
shine certainly made the estate look 
beautiful when all the flowers and 
blossoms was out. All told, they was 
in bloom at one time (4) hyacinths, 
2 crocusses. a V* dozen tulips and 
the fruit orchard. The last named 
is unluckily hid behind the garage 
so as the picnic parties can’t enjoy 
it. Last yr. it yielded pretty near a 
strawberry box full of plums which 
come as a big surprise as when we 
bought the place they told us it was 
a cherry tree. 

Annual work started last wk. on 
the tennis court. The men promise 
to have it ready by Sept, this yr. as 
they ain’t nowheres near as much to 


THERE WAS NOT A CHANCE IN THE WORLD OF HER RECOVER¬ 
ING HER SENSES WHILE SHE DANGLED, SPINNING BY ONE 
LEG._ 


OITTING oh the forward edge of the 
^ lower wing, legs dangling, white 
blouse fluttering and snapping in the 
wind. Zoe gazed speculatively at the 
landing gear beneath her—an axle 
and two wheels, with their supports 
and wire braces. She fingered the 
rope which she had wound about her 
waist. 

From this same point on the wing, 
while the plane was resting safely 
upon the ground, she had studied the 
axle, calculating footholds and hand¬ 
holds, and it was enrious how far 
away, how unattainable it had be¬ 
come, now that they were 3.000 feet 
above the earth. The propeller 
sliced the air viciously, sending back 
a cyclonic wind blast which she had 
not counted upon. 

The idea of weakening, or of com¬ 
promising in the slightest, did not 
enter her head. She covered her 
hesitation by adjusting her bandan¬ 
na. which was drawn tightly about 
her head; then grasped a strut, 
turned and felt in space with her 
toe for the axle. 

Red Luke slapped the throttle shut 
and the noise of the motor died. 
“Hey!” he yelled. “Where you goin’?” 

“Underneath. I'm all right. O’wan!" 

“Hey! Listen! You don't-’* 

But Zoe's confident smile and ban- 


Red slapped the throttle shut. "Go 
down or come up — quick!” he 
shouted. 

Red caught a glimpse of a tensed 
face, white except for the stark in- 
'congruous splotches of rouge upon 
her cheeks. 

She was clutching the rope desper¬ 
ately. hugging it; then dizziness 
sapped her strength and she slipped 
downward. YaJtis below him, at the 
end of her rope, she swung in space, 
huddled into a little ball. 

The earth was approaching rapidly 

“Zoe!” shouted Red. “Zoe! Zoe! 
Hang on! I’ve got to go up again!" 

With the engine pulling she com¬ 
menced to turn more rapidly. Her 
head bobbed weakly. 

Red. sick with Tear, was holding the 
plane in a steep climb, staring down 
at her. horrified, when her grasp 
upon the rope slackened. With black 
unconsciousness flooding her mind, 
she toppled over limply. The jerk of 
her body against the rope sent a 
shudder through the plane. The ban¬ 
danna slipped off and her Wond hair 
streamed out in the wind. 

Red Luke gasped. 

To make a landing now would 
mean scraping her life out upon the 
ground, and yet a landing sooner or 


danna disappeared over the edge of 
the wing. Red leaned from the 
cockpit and caught a glimpse of her. 
sitting upon the axle. 

“Hang on.” he yelled, "while I get 
some altitude.” A wave of her hand 
answered him. He drew the throttle 
open gradually, fearful of dislodging 
her. and then oommenced to climb. 
With their altitude of 3.000 feet re¬ 
gained, he leaned out once more- 
just in time to see her start down the 
rope, which she had tied to the axle. 
He could see that she had looped the 
other end of the rope about her 
ankle. 

Apparently she was planning to go 
down the rope—perhaps dangle there 
head downward, waving the hand¬ 
kerchief which she held in her mouth, 
while he circled over the grandstand 
—then climb up again. 

Harry Myrick had done the same 
stunt the day before—only he drop¬ 
ped from the end of the rope, fell 
several hundred feet and opened a 
parachute. 

As her hand let go its grasp upon 
the bracing wire she turned in the 
wind blast and began to spin like a 
top. The proper way to do It was to 
go dawn rapidly and get out of the 
propeller stream. 


your 


cards upon the floor. The sales¬ 
man's pockets revealed two more 
decks, one of them cold for a six¬ 
handed game and the other a used 
deck. On a ledge under the table 
there was a similar layout, sufficient 
to involve the proprietor of the cigar 
store, even though his own pockets 
were clear. 

Myrick, the jockey, the undertaker, 


TO RED LUKE HARRY.REMARKED, CAUSTICALLY: “AN’ YOU SIT, LIKE A SLAB-SIDED YAHOO, LISTENING TO ME GET RUN DOWN. ME!' 




























































































